CHAPTER IV.

NAPLES:   POEMS.

IN the bleak weather of this spring 1842, he was
abroad for a little while; partly from necessity, or at least
utility; and partly, as I guess, because the circumstances
favoured, and he could with a good countenance indulge a
little wish he had long had. In the Italian Tour, which,
ended suddenly by Mrs. Sterling's illness recalling hnns he
had missed Naples; a loss which he always thought to be
considerable; and which, from time to time, he had formed
little projects, failures hitherto, for supplying. The rigours
of spring were always dangerous to Thim in England, and
it was always of advantage to get out of them: and then
the sight of Naples, too; this, always a thing to be done
some day, was now possible. Enough, with the real or
imaginary hope of bettering Mmself in health, and the cer-
tain, one of seeing Naples, and catching a glance of Italy
again, he now made a run tliither. It was not long after
.Calvert's death. The Tragedy of Stmford lay finished in
his desk. Several things, sad and bright, were finished. A
little intermezzo of ramble was not unadvisable.

His tour by water and by land was brief and rapid
enough; hardly above two months in all. Of which the
following Letters will, with some abridgment, give us what
details are needful:out as much to say for itself as any
